Ungern's grey marc pulled up in front of the Cossacks
A cloud of steaming breath sunoundcd her nostrils The
moon struck her rider full in the face It lit up his broad
livid forehead, his prominent cheek-bones, his flat nose
running up between two black holes which were his
eyes, his two lows of teeth

'You sons-of-l>it< lies!> shouted that sneeimg death's-
head of a face 'Do you want a taste of my whip?*

The men in the tanks still said nothing Another
moment, and they would have swung then horses round
obediently, panic-stru ken

* About turn1' oidered Ungtin

A shot rang out Ungei n\ horse* rcai cd Cai bines went
oil in a ragged volley Ungei n vanished into the dark A
machine-gun swept the plain
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